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If cucr he ha«6 wife let her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cberfey with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there ; 

And ftill as you are weary of the waight. Enter 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. Glocefter, 
Glo. Stay you that beare the coarfie, and fet it downe. 

. W hat hlacke-Magitian,coniures vp this fiend 
To flop deuotedcharitabledeeds: 

Glo. Villaine, fet d ovvne the coarfe, or by Saint Pml x 
He make a corfe of him that difobeyes f 
‘ Gen. Stand backeandlet the coffin paffe. 

Gto^ Vnmannerly dog, ftandft thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then my breaft. 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote. 

And fpurne vpon thee beggerior thy boldnelfe. 

Arf-What do you tremble,are you all affraid ? 

Alaffe,I blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuel!, 

Auantthou fearefullminifterofhell. 

Thou had ft but power oucr his mortall body;. 

His foule thou canft not haue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity be not focurft. 

£.4. Foule diuell, for Gods fake hence, and trouble vs notj 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell. 

Fil’d it with curling cryes,and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy banious deeds. 

Behold this patterne of , thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeaM mouths and bleed afrefh, 
Blufh,blufti, thou lumpe of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood. 

From cola and empty veines where no blood dwelsa 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnatutall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this bipod mad’ft, reuenge his death: • 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft, reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead. 

Or 



Or Earth gape open 'wide , and eate him quiche. 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hell-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

C?/0.Lady,you known© rule of charity, . 

Which render good forbad , bletfings for curies, 

LaM illanne , thou knoweft no law of God, nor mas. 
Nobeaft fo fierce , but knowes lo me touch ofpitty, 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when diuels tell the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, . : 
Vouchfafe deuine perfefticn of. a woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance but to acquit my felfe. 

La. Vouchlafe defufed infeftion of a man. 

For thefe knowne euils, but to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee , let mee haue 
Some patient leafure to excttfe my felfe. 

£<«.Fouler then heart can thinkethee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch dtlpaire I ifiould accufe my felfe. 

_ £*And by difpairinglfiouldftthou ftand excltfd 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which dxdft , vnworthy flaughter vpon others* 

Glo, Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why rhen they are not dead : 

But dead they are and diuelifh flaue by thee* 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then hee is aliue- 

G/olNay he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

L 5 y ? ule throac thou iieft. Qjueene Parent faw 
Thy bloody fa nlchion imooking in his blood . ° 

I he vvoich thou once didft bend againft her breft 
But that my brother beat alfide the poynt. 

w . 'l. Y. as P c °uoked by herflanderous tongue. 
Whrtla,d her gultvpon mysuitlneffemoXs 

W PrM ° kcd by t !’ y blood y "in*. 

d t thou not kliJ this King ? Gh. l grant yee, 

B ' Ladj 
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